ACT II
An Old-Fashioned House (HARD CASTLE,followed by three or four awkward Servants.}
Hardcastle. Well, I hope you're perfect in the table exercise I have been teaching you these three days. You all know your posts and your places, and can shew that you have been used to good company, without ever stirring from home.
Omnes. Ay, ay.
Hard. When company comes, you are not to pop out and stare, and then run in again, lite frightened rabbits in a warren.
Omnes. No, no.
Hard. You, Diggory, whom I have taken from the barn, are to make a shew at the side-table; and you, Roger, whom I have advanced from the plough, are to place yourself behind my chair. But you're not to stand so, with your hands in your pockets. Take your hands from your pockets, Roger; and from your head, you blockhead, you. See how Diggory carries his hands. They're a little too stiff, indeed, but that's no great matter.
Diggory. Ay, mind how I hold them. I learned to hold my hands this way, when I was upon drill for the militia. And so being upon drill -
Hard. You must not be so talkative, Diggory. You must be all attention to the guests. You must hear us talk, and not think of talking; you must see us drink, and not think of drinking; you must see us eat, and not think of eating.
Diggory. By the laws, your worship, that's parfectly impossible. Whenever Diggory sees yeating going forward, ecod, he's always wishing for a mouthful himself.
Hard. Blockhead! Is not a bellyful in the kitchen as good